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Summary: Toothless was never the same after he lost his only friend. 
One day when he gets stuck in the woods, a winter spirit decides to 
help him out. Someone was making use of Toothless' ultimate fear in 
order to control him and Jack will never let such a thing happen to 
the fellow dragon. 


1. Chapter 1: Tears, Mourns And Regrets 
Hey Guys ! 

This is my first How To Train Your Dragon and Rise Of The Guardians 
crossover fic! :) 

My deepest apologies on any horrible English issues! I was trying to 
emphasize a lot here! And for any OOC in here! 

I'm sorry that this idea was stuck in my head and yes I'm still doing 
the Tintin fic! =D I won't give up on it! 

I hope you like it! :D 

GivingUpIsUseless 98 

_Chapter 1: Mourns, Tears And Regrets_ 

*Play The Song "Try(P!nk)- Sam Tsui"* 

Eire . 

That was the first thing that flashed through his mind. How he dived 
down from the clouds with the humungous blue dragon chasing them. How 
his adrenalin was working so quickly. In a desperate attempt to 
escape his leader. 


"Stay with me buddy! We're good! Just a little bit longer!" A boy 
cried . 



That voice seemed so distant now. Like it was untouchable and he was 
starting to forget how it sounded like. He lowered his ears and put 
his head down in that memory. It's been so long... 

"Hold Toothless! Now!" 

He remembered it perfectly. He flipped to the other side to meet the 
mighty dragon face to face and let out a blue fireball that instantly 
flew straight into its mouth. It sparked and lit a fire. Its wings 
burned when it tried to stop itself from crashing. It crashed which 
caused a huge explosion from the impact. How he desperately tried to 
escape the explosion. He was flying through the scales of the dragon 
that was being quickly engulfed by the fire. He remembered how his 
tail was burnt and had to be ejected. 

"No! NO!" 

A huge tail that was blocking their way hit them causing them to 
seperate. His rider fell into the fiery explosion. He dived 
desperately trying to catch 'him'. He was within grasp. He nearly 
caught 'him' but later lost sight of 'him'. He badly wanted to fly 
again to find his master but with a lost tail. He only hurtled 
towards the ground while helplessly flapping his wings to let him 
fly. It didn't work as he fell and headed straight towards the 
ground . 

He closed his eyes at the mere thought of it. He growled at himeself. 
Wishing so hard that it wasn't reality. Hoping that it was all just a 
dream. A figment of his imagination. Anything to make him believe 
that it wasn't real. 

He remembered hearing voices. 

"Hiccup! Son!" The voice echoed through his head. 

He slowly came back to reality and open his eyes. Blinking as he saw 

a large man in front of him. Ashes continue to fall in the grey 

smoke. Everyone along with the dragons came. They were hoping to see 
'him' alive. He even opened his wings to find out that he didn't have 
his rider. He couldn't catch 'him'. Reality started to sink in for 
everyone. They were crying. A particular blonde hair girl covered her 
face and started sobbing. 

"Oh son... I'm so sorry" The large man said while looking at the 
ground . 

He felt sad and even used his tail to cover his head. He was ashamed 

of himself. How he didn't save the life of his only best friend. How 

he would have given anything to turn back time and reverse this. To 
prevent it from happening. It was his fault. Nothing changed 
that . 

To even honour his master. They built a statue of 'him'. They gave 
'him' flowers and they even started raising dragons in their village. 
Everyone was quiet for a week. It just wasn't the same. It wasn't 
right. How much the villagers wanted to take off the flying gear on 
him. He growled, not letting them touch it. It was the only memory he 
had left of 'him'. How much he wanted to feel 'him' sitting on his 
back again. How much he wanted to fly with 'him'. He was a flightless 



dragon now. But one morning. He found his tail fixed and was able to 
fly where and when he wanted to. The villagers probably fixed it 
since they decided to let him go after he wasn't eating for almost 
more than a week. He became solitary and left the village with no 
return. He mourned for 'him'. 

He flew back to the forest and found the bits the ropes that used to 
tie him up and how he was released thanks to his rider. How he wanted 
'him' to scratch his neck and play with him again. But no... 'He' was 
gone. He even flew to the cove with the small lake. Where he was once 
stuck and became flightless. He even saw the dirt with the faint 
drawing of him and his own drawing that he drew with a branch. He 
even looked into the side of the lake and saw something shiny. He dig 
it up and pulled it out. It was a small knife that became rusty for 
being in the water so long. It was 'his' knife that 'he' used to free 
him and threw away later for him. 

He laid down next to the knife and lowered his head to the 
ground . 

He missed ' him ' . 

He missed so very much. How much he regretted that he lost his only 
friend . 

This was Toothless the Night Fury... who lost... lost... his master 
' Hiccup ' 


2 . Chapter 2 : The Strange Encounter 
**_Hey Guys!_** 

**_Sorry I haven't written in a long time as I didn't have much 
confidence in this but I'm going to continue it! :) This chapter may 
be quite boring but I hope you enjoy it still because it took me 
quite a while to get it right at hope 

**_Thanks to my reviewer, _** 

**_Guest !_** 

**_You really cheered me up ! I was thinking that it may be corny or 
something! :D_** 

**_Loads Of Good Luck, 

>GivingzupIsUseless 98<em>* * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strongXspan>Chapter 2: A Strange Encounter<span>* * 

It was winter on Berk. The cold chilling wind howled through the 
woods harshly and the ground which once had green land was covered 
with a blanket of thick white snow. The trees had snow resting on 
their branches and the leaves were all gone as if the tree was bald. 
The snow continued to fall as the pretty shining snowflakes rained 
gently down from the sky and into the soft snow. 


The trees rustle as a fast figure swept by. It jumped from branch to 



branch and it looked like it was holding a staff with a curve at the 
top. The sunlight started to make its way through the branches of the 
trees and it uncovered the mysterious figure. It was a boy who was 
likely to be in his early teen years. He had silver ruffled hair 
along with calming sky blue eyes. He was wearing a dark blue sweater 
like jacket with a hoodie behind and skinny dark brown pants. He was 
settled down on the tree branch with a cocky look on his face as he 
twirled his staff in his hands. He sighed with boredom and scraped 
some snow on the branch he was sitting on. He molded it into a 
snowball and aimed it at a tree that was a few metres away. He threw 
the snowball and it hit it directly at a pinecone dangling freely on 
the tree branch. 

"Yes!" Jack yelled happily. 

He jumped off from the tree and decided to go walk around the woods 
as he adored the work he done to make it snow around the island. He 
chuckled to himself lightly and rubbed his head. He felt so good in 
this weather. It's always been for him and he doesn't even know why 
he does or how he even ended up here. All he knows that he was 
scared, sinking into the water helplessly and he saw the Moon. He 
started to escape the cold dark place by merely floating didn't 
understand but the Moon brought him here but why? 

He dropped the topic as he was about to summon the wind to take him 
away and do little pranks on people. Suddenly a roar was heard and it 
startled him before he nearly flew. He looked around hesitantly with 
his staff up as defense. Another roar came as Jack flipped his head 
into the direction of the sound. He lowered his staff and started to 
fly towards the direction of the menacing roar. He jumped from branch 
to branch to get a closer look. The winter spirit stopped dead in his 
tracks when he saw something really remarkable. It was a black dragon 
with cat like eyes. It scales were smooth and shiny and the only 
thing that looks out of place was one of the tail wings as it is 
artificial and from an injury most likely. 

He couldn't be seen high up in the trees as he was observing the 
magnificent beast with a soft gasp of amazement. 

"Wow" 

The black dragon had a leather saddle on his back and one of the 
straps seemed to got caught on a large splinter sticking out from the 
log. The beast was whining and shuffling uncomfortably as he tried to 
get loose. Jack came down from the tree as he landed with a soft 
thud. The dragon's ears perked up as he stared with his pupils in 
thin slits and his teeth bared as he growled fiercely at Jack. 

Jack gulped as he was afraid of the beast's sharp talons and teeth. 

He glanced around to find anything sharp. He saw a sharp thin stone 
laying next to him. He squatted down to pick it up and approached the 
dragon carefully. The dragon lowered his wings and was beginning to 
lunged at the boy but found it hopeless as he was stuck to the log. 
The dragon didn't let his guard down though. 

"Easy there. I'm not going to hurt you. It's going to be alright. 

Just let me help you." Jack whispered in a calm soothing voice. 


The dragon started to calm down a little but he still doesn't trust 
this strange boy. Jack stepped by the side of the dragon. The black 



dragon refused to hurt him as he know the humans are now allies but 
he didn't smell human at all. There was something different about 
him. Jack placed his staff down gently on top of the log. He held the 
stone tight and started to place it under the strap that was cling 
onto the splinter. To be honest. Jack was really surprised that he 
wasn't ripped apart yet. He started to cut the strap by moving the 
stone quickly back and forth to break the thick material. The strap 
broke free from the splinter and the saddle slipped off the dragon. 
The dragon sniffed the saddle and moaned sadly. The dragon picked up 
the saddle with his mouth and back off from the boy. He stared 
menacingly at him as he spread his wings and took off to the sky with 
a loud roar. The gush of wind from the the take off cause Jack to 
stumble back a little. He started breathing a little hard from the 
powerful gush of wind even he couldn't create such a wind. The winter 
spirit started to smile as he was interested in this dragon and 
hungry to find out more about it. 


3. Chapter 3: Knowing The Truth 
**Hey Guys!** 

**WOW! Thanks so much for the reviews! Also a note! THIS TAKES PLACE 
JUST A WHILE BEEORE RISE OE THE GUARDIANS MOVIE! ** 

**Apologies on writing really corny! DX** 

**I love you guys! :3** 

**Thanks to my reviewers! ** 

**A11 of the Guests! And changeofheartSOS ! :D** 

**Hope you like it and tell me what you think! ** 

**Loads Of Good Luck,** 

* *GivingUpIsUseless 98 * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><span><emXstrong>Chapter 3: Knowing The Truth<strong>_ 

Jack still stayed at the very same spot after setting the dragon 
free. He was surprised that it left without causing harm to him; he 
expected that kind of instinct from wild animals. He desperately 
wanted to tail the dragon and to find out more about it. Possibly 
finding out where he came from and such. The winter spirit knocked 
his staff on the soft barren ground. He felt the rush of wind blowing 
at him and he summoned it again and this time the wind became 
stronger. His hair was being blown all over and he smirked at 
this . 

"Hey Wind! Take me up!" Jack yelled happily. 

He felt gushes of cold air all over his body. He slowly floated away 
from the ground before rising up high to the blue sky. He lifted 
himself up high up in the skies and glance around quickly to search 
for the black dragon. He saw it in a distance and it was heading 
towards the village. He pushed himself forward and soared through the 



skies as fast as he can to catch up with the dragon. The winter 
spirit looked around for a while and noticed how much trees covered 
the whole land and were coated with snow. The sea was gentle and 
slowly lap against the shores. The weather was very calming and it 
made Jack feel relaxed. The freezing air pass by Jack very quickly as 
he was speeding up as fast as he can. 

He thought about the scenery during the whole journey as he didn't 
see environments with lots of nature often. Jack was way above of the 
village which was made of wood. He observed the whole area very 
carefully and he noticed how cultural and old the place was. It was 
amazing to still find Vikings around because they were so rare. He 
looked around and found a dragon by a big stone statue. He landed as 
the wind that carried him slowly disappeared. He was behind the 
dragon and he saw it place something on the statue. 

Out of curiosity. Jack went closer but Toothless noticed and whip his 
head to Jack's direction. The dragon stared at him fiercely as he 
noticed that he was being followed. Their eyes meet and they stood 
still. Jack realised the dragon's green cat like eyes which were in 
thin slits. Jack was willing to take the risk as he knew the dragon 
hopefully won't harm him. He gradually walked closer and closer until 
they were just a few centimetres apart. Jack stood next to the dragon 
but he was still watching him cautiously. The black dragon took a few 
steps back while growling softly. It obviously doesn't trust him and 
Jack smirked at this. He was interested to see the dragon so 
protective and aware of anything. He turned his head forward and sees 
a great statue of what seems to be a young boy. 

"Why would this boy have a statue?" The winter spirit thought. 

It was really strange to see it and he noticed something brown below. 
He looked down to see an old worn out saddle with one of the straps 
cut off. The leather was tearing and the knitting is starting to come 
loose. It was dirty and had a rough texture as he felt the material. 
The black dragon roared at Jack like as if he was trying to protect 
the saddle as well. Jack retrieved his hand and tried to calm the 
dragon down. It was standing on his hind legs with his wings 
outstretched as he roared loudly. 

"It's ok! It's ok! I won't touch it! Shh ! I'm sorry!" Jack yelled 
softly as he placed a finger on his mouth. 

Surprisingly, the dragon calmed down but didn't take his gaze away 
from him. Jack sighed and chuckled to himself because for moment he 
felt terrified. He didn't understand it though. 

"Why would a strong creature like you want to protect a saddle?" He 
whispered softly while thinking to himself. 

He stared at the statue once again and something disturbed his eye. 

He closed his eye tightly from the bright light and used his hand to 
shield it and he noticed it came from a metal that was placed right 
below the stone statue. He walked closer and saw a square shape metal 
engraved on the stone. The metal was covered with a thin layer of 
frost from the cold weather. Jack used his hand to wipe the frost 
away and saw words carved on it . 

'There was once a time where we had to kill dragons to protect 
ourselves and we believed that dragons would be forever evil. 



A young boy changed all of that by befriending a dragon and fought to 
even protect his friend. 

We were foolish as we couldn't accept the fact of friending these 
strong creatures. 

We headed out to eliminate the dragons completely. 

We were encountered with the terrible large dragon known as 'Red 
Death ' , 

The young boy came back for his dragon and fought alongside each 
other to defeat 'Red Death', 

They won the battle but it came in trade for his life. 

The fall of the hero and only the Night Fury survived. 

We learnt something important that we shouldn't judge anything by the 
looks or their actions because we don't know the truth. 

The boy was brave and deserved to be remembered always, 

THIS STATUE IS TO HONOUR BOTH HICCUP AND TOOTHLESS THE NIGHT EURY EOR 
THEIR BRAVERY' 

Jack widened his eyes and glanced at the black dragon. The dragon 
stared menacingly while Jack tries to piece it together. 

"You're Toothless? And this saddle was Hiccup's? He was your rider 
and he died but you survived?" Jack said slowly who was finding it 
hard to believe. 

Toothless stared at Jack with his ears perked up upon hearing his 
name and his master's and his pupils widening into circles. Toothless 
pull his head down and lowered his wings. The dragon moaned sadly and 
looked away. Jack was full of sympathy. No wonder he was sensitive 
about the saddle because it was the last thing left from 
Hiccup . 

"ToothlessaC 1 I ' m so sorryaC 1 I didn't know you've been through so much 
and lost your friend." The winter spirit said pitifully. 

He slowly walked to Toothless, he was trying to comfort him as he 
reached out his hand to stroke the dragon. Jack wasn't scared anymore 
as he knows what happened to the poor dragon. Toothless refuse to 
Jack's sympathy and growled at his hand. He turned around and flapped 
his wings and flew high in the sky heading towards the forest. Jack 
watched him leave and didn't bother to chase him as he decided that 
it was best to leave the dragon alone. 

He turned around while taking the last glance at Toothless before he 
was out of sight. Jack thought it was best not to remind the dragon 
like he did before and thinking that he was making it worse. Jack 
rubbed his head and decided to summon the wind to fly away again but 
he heard a large echo like from an explosion. He flipped his head 
around to see a purple light from a distance. 


Jack was concerned of what became of Toothless as he was afraid he 



was hurt. He quickly lifted himself up and flew above the forest. He 
went faster and faster. He saw the dragon below him after a while in 
a small opening. He landed right next to Toothless with his staff up 
in defence. 

"What's wrong Toothless?" Jack whispered soothingly. 

Toothless' pupils were wide and circular with fear and he was 
shivering slightly. Jack gritted his teeth to find it horrifying to 
see the poor dragon like this. There was a dark laughter booming 
through the forest. 

"How interesting to see Jack Frost protect an innocent little dragon? 
I could watch this all day!" An voice said. 

"Who are you? How do you know my name!? What have you done to him!?" 
Jack cried out at the voice while turning around hesitantly, trying 
to locate the source of the sound. 

A shadow formed behind Jack and a dark grey figure came out of the 
darkness. Black sand flowing around his hands and it was shaping into 
a scythe. He came closer at the back of Jack. Jack and Toothless 
didn't notice this strange man presence as they were thinking where 
he could be.. The dark grey man started to raise the scythe. 

"I'm your greatest fear!" The dark grey man yelled. 

Jack flipped his head behind but before his mind could register the 
present situation. He felt a stinging pain at his back and crumpled 
down to the floor with heavy breaths. Jack winced and closed his eyes 
tightly in attempts to stop the pain. He heard a roar and then 
nothing. It was blacked out. 


End 
f lie . 



